GRAY.

Oh! G-od! thy blessing upon my corn

That I may have from it

Means, like a Christian, me to maintain.

Open to me the Windows of Heaven

Bain down a blessing upon my Lands,

Feed the seed with the fat of the earth,

And give prosperity to my Crop.

Let not the Heavens turn to brass

Nor the earth to iron by too much heat

Let not the fields large fail

For our backwardness in serving thee.

Give by measure the former rain

In it's season & the latter rain

A temperate Season, heat moderate,

Blessing & prosperity upon thy People

Forbid the locust, forbid the Lindis,

Forbid the Mildew, that freckles the barley,

Forbid the Scorch & Wind & Lightning

Whoh occasions to the Corn hurt.

Crown the year with thy goodness
Pour ye fatness of thy blessing on it
Cloath the meads all with Sheep,
And our Mountains with beasts.

Give food to the Children of Men

Give fodder to the beasts dumb

Give Wine and Oil in plenty

To satisfy thine inheritance

Give us a harvest fruitful

A blessing from the fields and ye Cornstocks

Seed from the garden and fruit from the orchard

Honey from ye rock and milk from the fold

And bless the Work of our Hands

Lord gracious now & ever

So we will bless thee too

Upon our knees, night & morn.

(From Mrs Newcome, the BP of Landaff's lady.)w the devil they got there.nd opens into an irregular Piazza,
